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they would "set their squaws to skin him if he did
not swiftly obey their chief, he said he could not
make a big fire unless he were allowed to fetch
straw and faggots from the stable. * The ftict being
obvious to the Sioux, he was told to go and fetch
them, two of the Indians going out into the night
to see him do it; one entering the stable with him,
the second standing at the door on guard. Quick
as thought, his knife was in the side of the red
man near him; a second later a slug was in the
brain of the one outside. The firing brought out
all the yelping band; but Jesse, swift as an
antelope, leaped into a creek, got under some
trees and stories, in a place which he knew very
well, and lay there under cover, still as the dead,
while the Sioux, infuriated by their' sudden loss,
kept up for hours around his hiding-place their
wild and horrible yep, yep. The night was
intensely cold; he had no shoes; no coat: worse
than all else, the snow began to fall, so that he
could not stir without leaving traces of his feet
along the ground. Happily for him, snow slobbers
and numbs an Indian's feet as quickly as it chills a
Yengee's. He could hear the Sioux crying out
against the cold; after a few hours he found that
his enemies were turning their faces eastward